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Seven Minutes In Heaven 


The redheaded bass player stood against one wall, holding a bottle of Heineken. His band had just finished their 
set. He wanted to melt into the wall and become invisible. No, what he really wanted was to leave. He hated 
these parties. Some rich girl whose parents were out of town threw a house party and booked three bands. 
The rest of his band viewed it as a gig. Nate viewed as they were dancing monkeys for some rich bitch. He 
figured he'd be done with high school parties now that he was a sophomore at UW. And yet, here he was, 
drinking warm beer and watching a group of people organize a Spin the Bottle game. Wait, no. He narrowed his 
gaze. Seven Minutes in Heaven? You've got to be kidding me. 


Nate rolled his eyes, finished his beer, and pushed off the wall. He was outta there. He could go back to the 
dorm and catch up on his reading or start that research paper he'd just been assigned. But he stopped when 
he noticed that kid -the one he saw watching him play- milling through the crowd. And Nate was sure he 
looked over at him. This boy was taller than him by three or four inches, he had long, brown hair that 
reached just below his shoulders. He wore tight jeans and a tucked in a white t-shirt under a brightly colored 
printed vest. He stopped and spoke to a few people here and there, but, to Nate, he looked as bored as Nate 
felt. 


Then the brunette did the unthinkable. He joined in the silly high school game. And it looked like the kid glanced 


over at him again. It was now or never, Nate decided. He stopped and grabbed another beer on his way to the 
circle. Sitting back on his heels almost directly across from the brunette, Nate dropped his gaze and took a 


long drink of beer before he set the bottle beside him. 


The hostess, a girl with a whiny voice and weird sideways ponytail, seemed to giggle especially hard when she 
handed the cute boy the empty Seagram's Seven bottle. Then she settled in beside Nate. The boy glanced at 
Nate again and took a deep breath before he placed the bottle on its side on the floor and gave it a quick spin 


Nate watched it closely, wanting to look up at the boy, but afraid to take his eyes off the bottle for even a 
second. As it slowed, he swallowed tightly. His heart beat faster as the bottle came to a halt. It pointed 
straight down the middle between him and Whiny Girl. She squealed with obvious delight while Nate stared 
wide-eyed at the boy. 


As Whiny Girl jumped to her feet, the boy said, "No, not you. Him." 
Nate stared some more, ignoring the gasp from the girl and the tittering giggles from the others in the circle. 
He got to his feet an started for the spare room that was designated "heaven". He made sure the other boy 


was following, too, because if he wasn't, Nate was positive he would die of embarrassment. 


Another girl joined Nate and the other boy at the door. "You know the rules, boys. Seven minutes and you can 
lock the door from inside. And -nothing- is off limits unless you say so." She giggled. "Have fun!" 


He stepped into the darkened room and turned again to make sure the brunette entered the room as well. For 
some reason, Nate couldn't shake the fear that he was being tricked. But the other boy did step into the 
room, even giving Nate a little grin before closing the door. When he heard the click of the lock being turned, 
Nate inhaled sharply and reached one hand back, feeling for the wall 

"Hi," The boy quietly said. "I'm Stone. |, um, | guess this is weird, but | wanted to meet you." 


Nate gently cleared his throat. The disembodied soft voice did nothing to calm his nerves. "Un, hi. I'm, uh, my 


name is Nate." 

Something brushed his arm and Nate jumped, backing himself up against the wall. 

"Sorry! Sorry. | didn't think it would be this dark. | can't see a thing!" 

"How'd you know it would land on me?" Nate asked, cringing at his dumb question. Thank god it was this dark! 


Stone laughed and it made the hair on the back of Nate's neck stand up, sending a shiver down his spine. "l 
didn't. Just lucky, | guess." Fingers closed around Nate's upper arm. "Is this okay? | saw your set." 


"Uh yeah. It's okay. At least we won't get lost" Nate nervously chuckled. He wasn't sure, but it felt like Stone 


was closer to him now. 


"I thought you were really good. You looked good, too." 

"Thanks. Um, yeah. Thanks." Warm breath tickled Nate's cheek. "Oh, god," He sighed. 

"What? That sounds like a line, huh? But | mean it." 

"No! No, it's not that at all" Nate's hand shook slightly as he brought it up from where it was pressed flat 
against the wall to find Stone's shoulder. "I, uh, | saw you, too. The only reason | played the game is because | 
saw you join in" 

"| guess we're both lucky, then" 

Nate heard the soft shuffle of Stone's shoes on the floor and he instinctively pressed closer to the wall again. 
After a moment, he realized he was being silly and leaned forward just a little. He bumped foreheads with 
Stone, who was obviously leaning in, too. "Ow!" Nate pulled back and bumped the back of his head into the wall. 
"Shit!" 

"Oh, god! I'm sorry!" Stone whispered. 

The next thing Nate felt where two hands on his face, one finger in his eye. "Ow! Fuck!" Back up!" 


"Goddamn it, I'm turning on the light," Stone grumbled and Nate finally felt him move away. 


He reached back for the wall again, using his other hand to rub his eye. Nate heard Stone shuffling, a thump, 


and more cursing. 

"This is fucking ridiculous!" 

Nate started to laugh. 

Stone cursed again. 

Nate laughed harder. 

"Stop laughing. | can't find the switch." 

"I can't help it. This is the stupidest thing!" 


He heard Stone laugh softly and then, "Ahal Found it." There was a soft click and then, "Goddamn it! It won't 


turn on!" 


Nate howled with laughter and, as he noticed there was no laughter coming from the other boy in the room, 


he slowly gained his composure again. "Okay, are you by the door?" 
"| think so." 


"Stay there. I'm coming to you." Nate felt along the wall, taking tiny steps with his free hand outstretched. 
When he felt Stone's arm, he stopped. "There." 


Stone's hand slipped over his shoulder. "You know, | was trying to be all smooth and kiss you." 

"| kinda figured that out" 

"Can | try again?" 

"Can you do it without poking my eye out or giving me a concussion?" 

"No promises." 

"l'Il take my chances," Nate replied as he brought his other hand up and felt the woven fabric of Stone's vest. 
He let his fingers find the edge and move up until they were touching Stone's neck. His other hand moved as 
slowly, traveling over the other boy's shoulder until it, too, rested on his neck. "Okay?" 


"So far." Stone's other hand found Nate's shoulder. He gently drew Nate closer. 


"Okay, remember you're taller than me so you're gonna smash my forehead again. Tilt your head down a little 


and I'll tilt mine back." 


Stone's hands moved to Nate's neck, both thumbs sweeping over his chin. "I think | got it now," He murmured 


just before his lips touched Nate's. 


Nate let out a soft gasp as his fingers slipped into Stone's hair. He parted his lips and allowed Stone to deepen 
the kiss. When Stone gave him his tongue, Nate swirled his around it, lapping at it. 


After a few moments of soft, tentative kisses, Stone pulled back just a tiny bit and panted, "That was nice, but 
we can probably do better." 


"Yeah, but somewhere we can see." 
"Wanna go there now?" Stone asked, moving his lips across Nate's cheek 


"Uh-huh." 


